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can kiss me—if you can catch me/'
And she dodged behind enormous arm-chairs and
round the various tables and he went almost blindly
after her, until at last she darted across to the big deep
sofa thing, and there sank down among the cushions.
"No, no/' she cried, laughing and breathless, as he came
up, "you didn't catch me."
But now, he bent over her, clasped her fiercely in his
arms, and kissed her hard. When he drew back, she
began laughing and protesting again, but in another
minute her arms were about his neck and her body was
crushed against his and they were kissing again. After
a few minutes of this, she pushed him away and sat up,
but she gave him her hand and he knelt there, holding
it, with great roaring tides sounding in his ears.
"And now you've got to behave yourself," she said,
strangely calm.
"Yes," he said humbly, looking up at her. If she had
spoken kindly to him then he would have cried.
She smiled at him, and then, leaning forward, rubbed
his cheek gently with her other hand. She brought her
face nearer his, so that her mouth flamed again in his
misty sight, but as he raised his head, she retreated, until
at last he sprang up and clasped her to him as fiercely
as before, and they were kissing again. For an hour she
kept him swaying and lunging and beating about in this
wild dark tide, and sometimes he was only gripping her
hand and pressing it to his cheek and at other times she
was completely in his arms for a few moments, answer-
ing his drive of passion with sudden bright flares of her
own. And then, strangely calm again, she told him he
must go.
Dazed and aching, he leaned against the back of a

